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OU should be as 

wary of anonymous 
goods as of anonymous 
letters. The man who 
doesn't sign a letter con- 
ceals his identity for a 
very good reason. The 
manufacturer who fails to 
identify his yoods does so 
for the same reason. He 
isnot proud of the goods— 
he does not want to be 
held responsible for them. 


On the other hand, the 
manufacturer who brands 
his goods and advertises 
them is proud of them, 
is eager to be identified 
with them. They must 
be good goods or he 
could not feel that way 
about them—nor could 


You know these trade-marks through National Periodical Advertising 


he afford to take the re- 
sponsibility which trade- 
marking and advertising 
place upon him. Goods 
which can be identified 
must make good or they 
will be avoided. 


The moral is plain. 
Confine your purchases 
to goods which the 
maker thinks enough of to 
trade-mark and advertise. 


Trade-marks and 
national advertising are 
the two most on a 
public servants in business 
today. Their whole tend- 
ency is to raise qualities 
and standardize them, 
while reducing prices and 
stabilizing them. 
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The Happy Medium 
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Fish 

HE sea does not hold all the species of 
fish, nor is the remainder confined to 
fresh waters. There are phenomenal speci- 
= mens everywhere on dry land. 
oa Some of these are not dependent 
on a dry environment, however. 
They are perhaps amphibious. 
But they are sure-enough fish, 

whatever. 

The chief end of fish is the 
hook. And in order to be caught, fish must 
take a fancy to the bait on the hook: This 
is easily arranged. Then the fishing’s fine! 
Small wonder that it should be the main 
diversion of the human family. Pis- 
catorial art or artifice is a sport that 
is hardly likely ever to go out of 
fashion. Methods may change, but 
the principle is fixed. 

The major factor is the bait. Its 
selection is properly governed by the 
occasion, the surroundings, and -the 
individual gills of the vertebrate. Con 
sequently this group of considerations 
provides a stable subject of conversa- 
tion if not of thought. Nobody calls 
bait “bait,” of course. That would 
be awkward, unnecessary, and _ ill- 
bred. It would eliminate the imagi- 
nation, without which anything and 
everything on earth may drag into all 
sorts of drab dulness. Conversely, 
shades of rose color may conceal the 
subtlest bait that ever was, or that 
ever was designed for any fish to be 
caught. This being the case, one is 
quite justified in calling it “sunrise,” 
or “luck,” or “velvet,”’ or “double 
par”—in truth, anything but “bait.” 

And fish, as well as fishermen, are 
by no means lacking in imagination. 
Knowledge has not been popularized 
as to the brains or the cerebration 


( o. Sy / ae i 





T O R I 


of the Teleostei or the Selachians, but, what- 
ever may be said against higher anatomy 
and function, neither of these two fish 
families or others can be said to be without 
imagination. Were such calamity possible, 
much human as well as piscatorial enterprise 
would cease. Inequality would disappear, 
and we should be afflicted with a poise that 
the best philosophers tell us is baneful. 


Eugenics 
UGENICS is an inflated science based 
on the fact that blue-eyed parents are 
sure to have blue-eyed children—if they have 





any at all—and that brown-eyed parents 
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are not sure of anything. Brutally over- 
working this depressing bit of information 
as a lead, the loquacious foes of desultory 
mating have just about usurped 
the attention of dilettante up- 
lifters, and are now rapidly ex- 
tending their dominion over the 
programs of mothers’ clubs and 
parent-teacher associations. Mat- 
rimony that is anatomically and 
psychologically advisable has little charm, 
however, for the average complacent victim 
of Cupid’s frauds, and it begins to look as if 
eugenics is going to have to find its devotees 
among those who look upon matrimony 
from afar. No real live individual 
would have anything to do with mar- 
riage if he felt absolutely safe about it. 
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Just the Same Woman in Spite of 
Being a Voter 

WOMAN there was and a voter 
too, in fact, the first woman who 
ever sat in a Democratic National 
Convention, and the other day her 
will was admitted to probate in 
Spokane, and so little had her voting 
changed her nature that she willed her 
property to her husband as long as 
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A SOUND INVESTMENT 


Wisy, 


he remained unmarried. 

And yet it is sturdily maintained by 
some that woman suffrage and polyg- 
amy can be counted on to go hand in 
hand. Stupendous fallacy, as shown 
by this eminent woman voter who 
refused to share her husband with 
another woman even after she was 
dead. If not after death, think you 
she would before? Never, even at 
the price of a vote. 

Keep a smile on your face, and 
every countenance you meet will seem 
like a looking-glass. 











JUST WHEN THEY’RE BITING 


THE BLATANT COMPLAINER 


ie TAKES all sorts of fools to make a 
world; but there are gradations even 
among fools. There is a fool that thinks 
it is the thing to do to 
object—in a strenuous 
tone of voice—to every- 
thing in the world. I 
watched and listened to 
onesuch. He wasstand- 
ing at the desk of a 
<P hotel, paying his bill. 
T\ One of the bell-boys 
was waiting behind him 

\ fe with his suitcase and 
hatbox. The hatbox,as 

I learned from the bell- 

boy il contained underwear. The fool 
was pounding the desk and informing the 
clerk that it was robbery to pay such a 
price for such a room. He said it out loud. 
The guests in the lobby were amused; the 
negro elevator-boys were grinning, as the 
Cockney said, from “’ere to there”; the clerk 
was polite, but bored. The fool told the 
clerk, and incidentally everyone in the room, 
all about himself. He said he came from 
Skookum Center; 
Crick. 
prices before: 






or perhaps it was Beaver 
He said he had never paid such 
which was probably true. He 
briefly outlined his status as a citizen, gave 


a short résumé of the inability 
of the world in general to slip 
anything over on him, and con- 
cluded with a peroration, of 
which piracy was the theme, in 
which the late Captain Kidd was 
made to appear a highly up- 
holstered angel in comparison 
with the manager of the hotel. 
Then he paid his bill and went out. 

Now, what was the use? He 
paid; he knew he’d have to pay. 
Of course, he furnished a five- 
minute period of amusement for 
everybody, and so was not en- 
tirely useless; but if there is any- 
thing more senseless than any- 
thing else, it is the spectacle of 
an adult male shouting about the 
prices of a hotel, or the service, 
or the food, and making everyone 
look at him, and sneer, and wish 
he’d shut up so they could eat in 
peace. Ifa man wants to display 
his bad taste, as well as his ignor- 
ance of the most elementary rules 
of courtesy, there is no better place 
than a crowded hotel lobby; but 
isn’t such a desire alittle strange? 

—F. Gregory Hartswick. 
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ALL DUN 


Wife—My Christmas shopping is all done, dear! I had the 
gifts charged to you. 
Young husband —Uh huh! Then it'll be “all dun” with 


me, after New Year's. 








T H E MIN O R. T H IR D 
BY CORINNE ROCKWELL SWAIN 


E SAW HER the moment he entered the toy department, and his heart 
gave a little jump: ever since she had come to town to visit her brother 
he had tried vainly to get a word alone with her. Luckily, her only com- 
panion now was her eight-year-old nephew, John. Norris hastened 
eS to Miss Martin’s side and was soon shaking hands in happy em- 
barrassment, jumbling the assurance that he was glad to see her 
with the information that he had come to buy a tea-set for his 
sister’s kid. He tried to imagine that she looked a wee bit pleased, 
though, as always, her cool, sweet serenity baffled him. As he 
tried to think of something bright to say, little John suddenly 
wearied of mechanical trains. 

“Come on, Aunt Sallie!’ he commanded, darting up the aisle; “‘let’s look 
at the Indian suits!”’ Norris, following, had an inspiration. 

“T want you to try my new car,” he informed Miss Sallie softly, not to 
disturb John’s rapt absorption in the call of the wild. ‘“Won’t you, some day 
this week?” She hesitated, frowning a little; was she displeased, or merely 
recalling her engagements? But alas, little John had overheard, and was 
troubled with no harassing doubts. 

“Sure, we'll go!” he shouted happily. “Can I ride in front, with the 
chauffeur? Shall we go right now, Mr. Norris?” 

“Er—hardly. We'll let Miss Martia set the time.” Norris’s smile dis- 
sembled a grim resolve to limit the party to two. 


“To-morrow, then,” suggested John hopefully, returning to more tangible - 


glories. “‘Gee, Aunt Sallie, I’d like that cowboy suit!” 
“You might whisper to Santa Claus—over there in the snow cave,” 
hinted Norris artfully; but John repudiated the insinuation. 

“Aw, cut it out!” he sniffed scornfully, with the dignity of his years. 
“I’m going to see the air rifles!’”” He stalked away in advance, turning to 
hold them up in approved highwayman form as they followed. 

“Don’t you love to enjoy the Christmas toys with the kiddies?” Miss Sallie 
exclaimed; adding with gentle reproach, “Why, John dear, that was Mr. 
Norris’s hat! Put the gun right away, and apologize!” John obeyed per- 
functorily, but immediately turned his attention to bows and arrows with 
such enthusiasm that his aunt hurried on to safer regions, expressing girlish 
delight in the poinsettia decorations. Norris made a mental note for a florist’s 
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SANTA CLAUS AS HE LOOKS TO A PESSIMIST 


order, and little John, rejoining the party, hailed the 
word with pleased recognition, announcing that his 
friend Jim Pratt had a pointsetter dog, and he was a red 
dog, too. Aunt Sallie received the contribution to natural 
history with a tender consideration which made her im- 
personal kindness to Norris all the more unbearable. 
Again he tried to help Destiny. 

“Does John like to read? I think 











there’s a picture book counter, through 





























that doorway, John. You choose a book, 
and I'll get it for you. Take your 
time.” John obligingly skipped away, 
and Norris took a desperate short cut. 

**Miss Sallie,” he demanded, “‘is it 
true that you go back South next week? 
Before you go, I must tell you——” 

“Yes,” she interrupted, with polite 
regret in her soft voice, ignoring his 
final words. “I’m sorry to miss the 
New Year dance, but Mother—why 
John, dear! Have you found a book so 
soon?” 

“*Twasn’t books—just a sale of cal- 
endars by Howard Chandelier Christy,” 
John reported, with painstaking accu- 
racy. “Oh, Aunt Sallie, I must try the 
swings and slides! Please!” He van- 
ished in a forest of lawn swings, and 
Norris drew a breath of relief. The 
moment was his, and he must improve 
it, though he recalled no guide to de- 
partment store proposals. Impulsively 














| | eermvonay | || he seized the warm little ungloved hand. 
mad | “T know what I’d like to buy you for 
—— a Christmas gift!”’ he confided to a cer- 











THE ENEMY MOBILIZES FOR THE CHRISTMAS ATTACK 


tain pink finger. She pulled her hand 
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away, eluding his direct gaze, and frowned again. Did she really 
dislike him, he wondered miserably, aware that he was making a mess 
of things; girls liked wit and savoir faire and all that, while he 

“Where can John be?” she mur- 
mured, after an awkward little silence. 
John was even then upon his way. 
From the summit of the polished slide 
which rose steeply behind Norris, a 
shrill treble whoop sounded; and a solid 
little body shot down the incline with 
terrific velocity, straight against the 
legs of the surprised young man. After 
a brief, mad snake dance down the aisle, 
Norris came to a realizing sense of his 
position, enthroned upon a floor display 
of parlor golf and baseball sets, while a 
floor-walker started for the scene, and 
several bystanders and salespeople 























turned to wonder. 
“That settles it,” he muttered grimly, scrambling up; “‘who’d 
have the nerve to make love to a girl after such a ridiculous per- 





THE SNOWS OF YESTER-YEAR 


“No, you're right—ther’ ain't as much of it, an’ it don’t lay as long—an’ what's more—dang me if it’s even as while as it uster be!” 





formance? That little imp has queered the whole—” But what was 
this? Sallie, her serene indifference vanished, frankly disregarding 
spectators, had rushed to him and, with both hands in his, was de- 
manding tenderly whether he was hurt! In the big brown eyes 
could be plainly read a confession which his own best efforts had 
never coaxed to the surface. Stammeringly, through a rosy mist, he 
assured her of his safety; then, with a certain awe, he regarded the 
god from the machine, blinking apprehensively ir the middle dis- 
tance. 

“Kid,” he said thoughtfully, “the efficiency experts have 
nothing on you, though your methods are original. Yes, I forgive 
you; and now, if Aunt Sallie approves, we'll get that cowboy suit, 
and go home in my car, by way of the park. And as a special treat, 
John, you may sit in front with the chauffeur.” 


No Novelty to Her 4 
Miss Gigglegum (single and romantic)—The shower of soot 
and ashes from Vesuvius must be an awe-inspiring sight. Would 
you not like to witness it? 
Mrs. Pottson Pans (married and prosaic)—Oh, I don’t know— 
I’ve seen my husband take down a stovepipe. 











The professor (determinedly )}—D 


THE ETERNAL TRIANGLE 


By CHARLES F. LUMMIS 


T was certainly Fido’s betrothed Bone. He had wooed it from 
behind the counter while Master purchased a sirloin. A 
large juicy Bone. He knew just where he would bury it. But 
he was modest about it, 
and pattered homeward 
some yards behind Mas- 
ter. 

It was just bone, 
without the “rag and 
the hank of hair’”’—but 
similarly a matter of 
Discussion between 
rivals. 

That Lankersheimer 
dog swept across the 
lawn, bristling. There 
was an Interchange of 
Notes—then a Dis- 
tinctly Unfriendly Act. 
Towser was twice Fido’s 
size, and the theme 
went to the ground as 
they Argued. 

Master wheeled at the uproar, and kicked in. Whereupon 
Towser forgot domesticity and bones and made a wolfish pounce at 
the small man’s throat. He caught it—and Smith went over, the 
big hound gripping into his neck. 

He couldn’t breathe, and the tearing of those white fangs 

But Fidocaught Towser where the latter could least afford it, and 
bit with all his heart. The big dog whirled, howling; but Fido held. 
He was wagged, tail-fashion, all around the compass, but Towser 
could not get tooth to him. Towser tore for home, his abhorrent 








Blame it on the engineer 


appendage persisting. Only when he swung Fido around a thorn- 
bush was he disengaged. 
His cries to High Heaven had brought the neighbors to their 
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-n !———and I don’t care who hears me! 


doors. They ran to Smith. Fido was licking his face, and was loth 
to permit other First Aid. 

But when they revived Master and supported him home, Fido 
trotted ahead, a conscious hero. 

He had forgotten all about the Lady in the Case. But so had 
Towser. 

And later Fido found her there, undisturbed; and buried her 
solemnly under Smith’s imported Passion- vine — incidentally 
uprooting that cherished plantiet. 
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Belle—Is Jack's wife economical? Jennie—She's a marvel of thrift, 
on anything Jack wants. 

















R. HILARY 


PURL PETOOT, 
that monument of mentality 
who is just now contributing 
to the enlightenment and civil- 
ization of America by his re- 

nown as a professor of the very latest 

dances, arrived at Mountain Top Inn for the 
sweet solace of a week-end away from the 
cabarets, just as the late autumn sun was 
kissing the peaks good night. Dashing nerv- 
ously upstairs to his room (very specially 
reserved) he hastily unpacked his large 
alligator skin satchel, shook the folds from 
his blue-blue pajamas, and placed his awfly 

Oh my vanity box on the dresser. Now he 

trippingly descended the stairs and went forth 

upon the broad veranda. 


The afterglow was gorgeous. His soul 


sang. 
“How poetic, how won-derful, how 
superb, entrancing, fascinating, perfect, 


sublime, and dainty!” said Hilary Purl to a 
heavy set man with a drooping mustache 
and plaid vest who was alone on the veranda. 
smoking a cigar. 

The man removed 
mouth: “Hey?” 


his cigar from his 
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ARTISTIC RESTRAINT 


By FRED LADD 


fot 


“Isn’t it won-derful—the death of 
day, the glory of the slowly purpling 
sky?” 

*Yea-us,” said the stranger. 

“Hush! Can you not hear th’ night 
song o’ the birds? How charming!” 

Hilary sat beside the man. ‘‘ We two 
in the gloaming, and all else afar,” said 

Hilary; ‘‘what a privilege we must count 
so sacred an hour as this, when one may 
gaze upon the evening sky and lift up one’s 
soul to the Firmament itself!” 

The stranger stirred uneasily. 

“And tomorrow, day will dawn—the 
sun will stream upon the fair land; flowers 
will blossom: and in the forests soft winds 
will gently sigh and 

*Yea-s.” 

‘‘Have you never,” confidentially inquired 
Hilary, “have you never wandered in the 
wood, and found a pellucid stream, and 
removed your footwear and permitted your 
pink toes to sink within the limpid water?” 


‘I got stuck in a swamp 
once.” Thestrangerpulledhis | 
drooping mustache savagely; 


his voice was hoarse. 

Hilary gazed rapturously at 
the sky: zigzag 
saffron and scarlet were fading, 
fading into the night. He spoke 
of it to the stranger. . . . 

At last Hilary rose. ‘I shall 
see you in the bright and beau- 
tiful morning,” he said; “ pos- 


streaks of 





sibly we may stroll in the 
fragrant fields together? Good 
night!” 


“*Good night.” 


® + * * 


The heavy set stranger with 






the plaid vest strode to the desk, and said 
to the clerk, “‘What’s the penalty fer killin’ 
in this State?” 
“‘Electrocution.”’ 
“What time does the first 
West leave in the mornin’?” 
“Six twenty.” 
“Gimme my bill, an’ call me at five forty- 
five sharp.” 


train goin’ 


The Instalment Christmas 
P' YOR Sisyphus, unlucky cuss, 
Was doomed to roll for aye 
A heavy stone up hill alone 
Day after weary day; 
And for each yard gained toilsomely 
That blamed old stone would roll back three. 


But, after all, nis task was small 
Compared with mine, that’s clear. 
I'm paying yet with deep regret 
On gifts I bought last year; 
And now it’s time—which gives me pain— 
To start the endless stunt again 
Walter G. Doty. 


The New Hat 
Mrs. De Style—Women are an expensive 
blessing. 
Mr. De Style 


They are expensive. 
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Desk sergeant—Didn’t I tell you the last time you were here 
that I never wanted to see you before me again ? 

Toodles—Yes, yer honor. 
he wouldn't believe me. 


That’s what I told the cop, but 








HER SENTIMENTS, TOO 


HEY said it of Miss Vivian—some said in acidity, and some in 

awe—that never in stress or storm, or joy or woe, or triumph 

or disaster, did she descend to the vice of slang. And she was a 
rippin’ good sport, at that! 

Miss Vivian was a Peach. When 
the movie men have an especially fine 
film, they advertise it as full of life and 
human interest. Miss Vivian was ad- 
vertised by her loving friends, and 
justly. She had all the good qualities 
of the film, and she didn’t tire the eyes. 

Mr. Woglom was a Pill; gold coated, 
but a: Pill. He was little, but that 
didn’t seem to help much. The worst 
of it was that society, which had to swallow him, insisted on gag- 
ging and sputtering. Everybody tried to administer him to some- 
body else. When he joined the Bayport colony, the crowd wished 
him on Miss Vivian. They said she was the only true daughter of 
Christian martyrs who could stand Woglom for an afternoon 
without profanity. 

They had a beach picnic, and Woglom was at his worst. He was 
stupid; so he told long stories. He was clumsy, so he played cut-up. 
He was niggardly, so he welched on the expenses. He was greedy, 
so he gobbled too much luncheon. He was no mathematician, so 
he overplayed the punch. Then he grew sentimental, and semi- 
publicly tried to kiss Miss Vivian. It was a mistake. She was a 
nice girl, and Old Sol was the only male to whom she submitted her 
cheek; outside the privileged circle of father, brothers, and certi- 
fied first cousins. She tried to shake Woglom, but he stuck to her 
like a burr. 

Miss Vivian kept her poise, but her eye glinted. Also it rested 
on old Jim Finley, trudging along the beach. She beckoned, and 
old Jim approached. Everybody but Miss Vivian called him the 
Pooh Pah of Bayport; she called him Mr. Finley. He appreciated 
the distinction, and thought her the Finest Thing Ever. 

Miss Vivian went to meet old Jim; the Pill pursued. Miss Vivian 
addressed the consolidated official class and bureaucracy of Bayport. 

“Mr. Finley, you’re a justice of the peace, aren’t you? Oh, yes! 
Then this is to pay my fine.” And, opening her pocketbook, she 
handed him a perfectly good five-dollar bill. Old Jim stared at the 
greenback; at Miss Vivian; at Woglom, ogling odiously and trying 
to snuggle up to her; at the grinning and wondering gallery. 
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MERRY CHRISTMAS 


FROM FATHER TO 
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FATHER’S MERRY CHRISTMAS 
What he gives and—what he gets. 
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BEFORE CHRISTMAS 


“Why—why, I’m a jestice, all right,” he admitted. “But the 
only five-dollar fine I knows of is for hevin’ in possession one short 
lobster.” 

Miss Vivian’s smile had the ravishing charm of a June sunrise. 

“Mind you, Mr. Finley, you said it—I didn’t!” she cried, and 
clapped her hands ecstatically. ‘But, privately, on the score of 
beautiful expressiveness, I almost wish I had’ 

Then she gave the Pill a very cold shoulder, and marched off. 

As the low-brows phrase it, Woglom tumbled, presently; but 
Mr. Finley tumbled first. So when Woglom said the sort of thing 
that helped to make him the Pill he was, and would have lurched 
in renewed pursuit of Miss Vivian, a long arm stretched out. It 
was the arm of the law and of Constable Finley. And the hand 
thereof took Woglom by the collar. 

“Statoot says all shorts shall be seized and confiscated,” quoth 
old Jim grimly. “Young man, you come with me!” 

And Woglom went. —W. T. Nichols. 


Charlie Rixey’s Girl 
H, Charlie Rixey’s girl is like the swan for grace; 
She has the nicest smile that e’er grew on a face: 
Her feet are very dainty, eke her silken hose: 
Her dewy lips are rare, the dusk is in her hair; 
Her cheeks are softly tinted like the blushing rose! 


I held her hand last night; she squeez’d mine back again! 
We humm’d a little love-song with a sweet refrain: 

The moon came up, and then, with heart and brain awhirl— 
She let me kiss her lips—did Charley Rixey’s girl. _ 


Now where was Charlie Rixey, poor deluded wight? 
And was his girl exactly treating him aright? 
—aAnd do you think she’s any sort of girl?—Why sure! 
Wake up, good folks, and observe this signature: 
—Charlie Rixey. 





If you stay up nights, you can’t keep up daytimes. 








But Once a Year Purely a Defensive Measure 
AM a blooming optimist: “Hear how old Wogram got even with 
%, ° 
t wa; ’ “No! How’d he do it?” 
The re isn’t anything, I “Well, when the war cut off the dye-stuffs, 
wist, ’ 


Wogram cut off his whiskers.’ 


= 
+ acl Can cause me any sorrow. 
© K When cheated through an- 


— I slap misfortune on the the war?” 
= 








as other’s guile, Nine Points of the Law 
When panics rob me of a “Blessed are the meek, for they shall in- 
pile, herit the earth,” quoted the good deacon. 
ae Gan ae oh, FSny ae “They may inherit it, all right,” said the 
ea Sa eee backslider, “but they never seem to take 
I try to find in ev'ry cloud possession.” 


The silver lining, in a crowd 

The brightest faces—in a shroud 
There may be laughter lurking 

Whatever be the fate unkind 

That worries any mortal mind, 

In ev'ry instance you will find 
My optimism working. 


I have no time for useless tears, 





Couldn’t Break Himself 
Rivers—That fellow across the street al- 
ways dodges me. 
Bridges—Why? 
Rivers—Force of habit, I suppose. He 
once owed me two dollars for nearly five 
years. 


Willing to Try 
Mrs. Peck—They’ve talked over 2,500 
miles, by wireless. I wonder if you could 
hear me that far away, Henry? - 
Henry Peck (wistfully)—I wonder! 





I have no time for causeless fears, 
I laugh at anything that sears 
The heart with vain repinings 
I have no time for sobs or sighs; 
I am the cheerfulest of guys 
In fact, I fairly specialize 
In finding silver linings. 


And so this Christmas-shopping crime, 

This yearly present-buying time, 

Still leaves me calm, serene, sublime, 
And optimistic—very; 

The things for dear ones all are dear, 

But here's a thing to give us cheer: 

For Christmas comes but once a year, 
And therefore let’s be merry! 

—Douglas Malloch. 


The Puckery Persimmons 
“—— pink persimmons now, I wis, 
Are ready for the frost king’s kiss,’ 
Wrote Poet Penrenn Rucker, 
“They're waiting for Jack Frost’s caress, 
They’re yearning for that kiss, I guess 








For, Lordy, how they pucker.” Patient—Oh, doctor, | have a terribly tired feeling all the time! 
—C. L. Edson. Physician—Let, me see your tongue, madam. 








[' SEEMS to me I’m always waiting, for this or that or t’other 
thing; and that’s why woe my soul is freighting—that’s why I 
do not smile and sing. 

I’ve waited years in railway stations, for trains that do not run on 
time; and at such times my observations were forceful, rather than 
sublime. How drearily the hours go dragging, when you are waiting 
for a train! The lazy minutes keep on lagging, and each one gives 
to you a pain. The jays and rubes, in restless pageant. forever slam 
the depot doors; the weary, sad-eyed station agent, is answering 
ten thousand bores. You cannot sleep, there’s such a milling, there’s 
such a noise of sounding brass; and so you pace the platform, killing 
the sluggish minutes as they pass. 

I’ve waited for my fav’rite barber, to use his lather and bay rum, 
and read “Spoon River” and ‘The Harbor” before he said my turn 
had come. 

I’ve waited often for the waiter to bring my modest meal to me; 
the “liver-and”’ and boiled potater, the slice of pie and cup of tea. 
And I could see my whiskers turning to silver gray, before he brought 
the grub for which I had been yearning, with fever in my dome of 
thought. No doubt he searched o’er land and water, to get the 
‘tater and the tea; no doubt a steer he had to slaughter, to get that 
“liver-and”’ for me. 

I’ve waited long for a remittance from one who owes me fifteen 
bones; he ought to send that little pittance, for which my hungry 
spirit groans. It surely is the proper caper to pay old debts like 
that, I think; but he’s mislaid his pen and paper, or else he cannot 
find hisink. The men I owe are always writing, they jack me up each 
passing day, the words they use are often blighting, requesting me 
to call and pay. 

I’m waiting, waiting, waiting always, for this or that or t’other 
thing; and that’s why tears roll down my galways, that’s why I 
do not smile and sing. 


Desultory Psychology 

NINFLUENCED by the fame and the fortune that lie in wait 
for the cleverly advertised expert in child training, Miss Anna 
List, the justly renowned desultory psychologist, has determined 
to divert her genius toward the unraveling of the mysteries of 
pre-kindergarten pedagogy. Dr. List, being a woman of finished 
training and broad culture, has of course had no first-hand 
experience with children. This circumstance, however, she 

regards as a help rather than a hindrance. 

“This lack of actual contact,” says Dr. List, “leaves m« 
free to pass upon the advisability of entreaty or punitive dis 
cipline in any given case. I shall not be handicapped by 
the powerful resurgent memories which have their birth in 
periods of high emotional stress such as are induced by th« 
ecstasies of maternal adoration or the ire of righteous paren 
tal belligerency. I hope to be able to prove that the aver 
age parent does not always use the most up-to-date psycho 
logical methods in dealing with the refractory child.” 

‘It seems to me,” says this authority, ‘that this—th 





Virs 





early training of youth—is a field in which my talents can func- 
tion to the maximum of their efficiency with a minimum of 
conscious effort. With the aid of the public press I hope to bring 
about vital reforms in the regulation and suppression of many 
heretofore unappreciated activities on infant children who, | am 
told, are most interesting creatures.” 

Dr. List’s well-known penchant for fundamentals and her high- 
minded disregard for practical considerations will make her work 
eagerly looked forward to by those who want nothing to read 
H.W. Dee. 


about. 


The Down-and-Out Club 
HE membership fee of the Down-and-Out club 
Is often a chance that was frittered away 
A proneness to loaf, and to ‘‘put on a sub”’ 
When burdens pressed hard in the heat of the day. 
When one pays, one is placed ‘mid the waiting-list throng, 
But is quickly admitted—they never wait long. 
The annual dues of the Down-and-Out club 
Are bitterness, heartache and shame and regret, 
For the first awful while. Then a struggle for “‘ grub” 
Inters dead ambition and dulls all the fret. 
(And some—bless their spirit!—drop out and come back 
To do some swift heats on life’s muddy old track.) 


The membership list of the Down-and-Out club 
Has never a limiit—they join every day 
Diogenes, faring with lantern and tub 

In search of the honest, leave these by the way. 
The Down-and-Out club 
I know of some folks who are joining, révhi now. 


here, let’s make us a vow! 


Strickland Gillilan 
A Stranger 

“To-morrow will be the first Sunday of the year, and I propose 
to commence the New Year by going to church,” announced Mr. 
Gibbs, reverently. 

“You’d better take me with you,” calmly rejoined Mrs. Gibbs. 

““What for?” 

“You may need somebody to identify you.” 





Sometimes fortune knocks and wakes up trouble. 
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NOT IN EVIDENCE 
Phatun—l've lost twenty-two pounds this summer. Mrs. Slender ] don't 
see it. Mrs. Phatun—Of course you don’t. I've lost it. 
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I ToD 
( and the players merely men and wome 
another way ot bringing Shakespear 
erior standards of the present day, as it wer 
For vy, all drama was divided into three parts, alter 
Gallic fashion, consisting of Tragedy, Comedy, Far 
lay It is too limited. Drama is capable 
s to be feared that much of its extensio 
Che spice of life demands infinite variety 
e it, new combinations are fort l Phis 


ewhat as follows: 


\ lor ine in which there is at least one role 
ly funny or fearfully sad 
\n obsolete form of drama. 
\ ssolete name for what has been tt 


1e actors Fletcherize the scenery 


_ 


reduced to terms of nois« 
eptabl offering. formed ol spot lights and 


fty distinct and complet« Sets ol “artist 


teed to exploit the villain, the clown, fragile 
pathology, tun, caricature, batho musk 
ing (or its substitute), realism, machinery 


politics, tvaide. If any otf these featur 


T Ries te 


oper emphasis, the public is sure to know it, and 

lience will register the proper rebuke. 
Show embraces a large number of acts, and though the 
e may be called one of two acts, with but one curtain 
everybody knows that almost every single player 


or ‘‘turn,’”’ and these follow each other swiftly, with 


he paramount one of “your money’s 


ason except 


been spoken of as the “plot,” is something ancient that 
That this is strictly 
be seen by one specimen of a conventional “ offering”’ 


Lover in doubt as to right girl. Chorus of Rhine daugh- 


ceased to exist in its original sense. 


Decides. Engagement business in aeroplane. 
Gir! in doubt as to man. Ballet of witches from Macbeth. 
Girl breaks off engagement. Elopes with new lover, who 
selected her rival in Act 1. Great combination scene 
ids dancing in swimming tank, skaters cavorting on veri- 
uring Cars with occupants wearing real fur overcoats. 

His Joyous Outlook 
What are you expecting for Christmas?” 
My wife’s mother.” 
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HE SUBURBANITE was loudly pro- 
testing. 

“T never saw such a rotten show!” he 
complained. “It’s beyond me why such an 
actor as Sothern should revive this dead 
production.” 

“Didn’t you think Lord Dundreary was 
funny?” I asked. 

“Well, yes; but that play—that awful 
play!” 

The Tired Business Man agreed. “I 
think it’s a plain case of defectiveness,’’ he 
said. “Even the operation of Sothern can’t 
make ‘Our American Cousin’ live on. I 
hope to goodness he goes back to Shake- 
speare, or Sutro, or something.” 

The Critic appeared, closely followed by 
the Débutante. 

“As a play,” he was saying, “‘Our 
American Cousin’ is a failure, judged by 
modern standards. The work of Mr. 
Sothern alone makes the evening well spent; 
without him the thing were worse than a 
failure.” 

“But J didn’t think the evening was 
well spent,’ complained the Débutante. 
“T’ve never been so bored in my life.” 

The Suburbanite spoke. 

“None of us liked it, apparently,” he 
said. ‘But I saw a play the other night that 
I enjoyed— The Chief.’”’ 

The Débutante gurgled ecstatically. 

“I’m just crazy about John Drew!” she 
cried. ‘And he was so 3g 

“Drewlesque,”’ supplied the Critic, a bit 
acidly. ‘‘Having seen Drew for the past 
eighteen years, more or less, I was not 
particularly impressed with his latest 
medium of expression.” 

“Oh, well,” said the Tired Business 
Man defensively, ‘I didn’t rave about the 
thing. I admit that there’s nothing in it 
to set Broadway ablaze—but it was a 
GOOD play.” 

“ There’s nothing in town to set Broadway 


sO — 


ELL QYAYGs 
VY 


-" ££ 


By CYRIL ANDREW 
even a-smoldering,” retorted the Critic. 
“And let me add that ‘Our American 


Cousin’ set New York—and incidentally 
London—very much ablaze when Laura 
Keene and Sothern’s father played in it.”’ 

“Well, all I can say is that I’m glad I’m 
not living in those days,” snorted the Tired 
Business Man, unmollified. 

“T am sorry none of you liked ‘Our 
American Cousin,’” said a quiet voice 
behind us. We turned, and beheld a per- 
sonage who might well have led a charge 
at Gettysburg or camped with Lee at 
the defense of Richmond. In his immac- 
ulate evening dress he conveyed the im- 
pression of one to whom we were all mere 
youths, with all our criticisms and _hair- 
splittings. 

“T repeat, I am sorry that the play made 
such a poor impression,” said he. “To me 
it brought unalloyed pleasure. I remember 
seeing Miss Keene and the elder Sothern in 
it—away back in ’63, probably before the 
time of any of you. It is a breath from the 
past for me to see that dear old ass of a 
nobleman on the stage once more. You 
know, it always seemed strange to me to 
sit and laugh at the elder Sothern, knowing 
that his great wish was to play tragedy. 









C UR TAINS 


But how splendidly has his son succeeded 
in sounding the depths as well as playing 
upon the lighter surfaces of the emotions!” 

He passed on, leaving us all a bit stunned. 

The Tired Business Man was the first to 
recover. 

“T suppose ‘Our American Cousin’ would 
please the old-timers,” he said. “But as for 
me, give me something with more life to it. 
Now, you take ‘Sadie, Love’ 7 

The Critic shuddered. 

“Please!” he begged. “Don’t talk of 
that—that—unspeakable attempt at farce!” 

I mentally endorsed his judgment. 
Avery Hopwood had failed signally to 
repeat his success of ‘Fair and Warmer” 
with “Sadie Love.”’ I had seen its initial 
performance, and had been as disappointed 
in it as I had been pleased with the other. 

“You see,” went on the Critic in a some- 
what milder tone, ‘“‘no one can make the 
Mann act, for instance, amusing. The play 
has some good lines, but in the main it is 
an attempt to make laughable situations 
at which even the most sophisticated would 
lose their poise.” 

“In short,”’ said the Suburbanite, “ Mr. 
Hopwood has failed to repeat.” 

“Exactly.” 

“None of us seem to be particularly 
pleased with anything we’ve seen lately,” 
said the Tired Business Man. 

‘Well, that’s nothing against us,” replied 
the Critic. “‘The dramatic season this 
Winter has been a trifle unproductive of 
all-round successes. I think, however, that 
we need not worry; there will be the usual 
number of good plays to compensate for 
the failures.” 

rhe Tired Business Man said good night, 
ind started out. At the door he turned. 

There’s been one bright spot this week 
for me,” he said. 

**What’s that?” asked the Suburbanite 

“That little ingénue in ‘The Chief.’”’ 








The Postwoman 
** Bitte unterschreiben, aber nicht stirmisch werden! 
“Sign, please,—but not too ardently.” 
Lustige Blaetter (Berlin). 

















Always the Same 


Professor der Zoologie (zu feiner Frau) —** Aber warum 
hast Du denn aus dem Fisch die Graten genommen? 
Die sind doch gerade das Interessanteste!" 


Professor of Zoology (to his wife) 
did you take the bones out of this fish? 
They are the most interesting part of it!— 
Fliegende Blaetter (Munich). 











Tactics 


“ Mais, grand'mére, c'est ce que nous avons trouvé de 
mieux pour faire une tranchée.” 


“But, grandmother, we’ve found a bully 
place for a trench!” —Le Rire (Paris). 






Waiter—Er—ahem! The amount put 


down in the bill does not include the waiter, 


sir! 
Diner—Wel!! 


I didn’t eat a waiter. 
—London Opinion. 








A Matter of Routine 

President Wilson—This calls for a note. 
Mr. Secretary, just bring me in a copy of 
our No. 1 Note to Germany—*“ Humanity ”’ 
Series.— Punch (London). 














Herr Pinkterl—Sie dahinten, sind S'doch so gut und 
treten S’ mir nicht alleweil auf meinen Ricksack! 


Herr Puenkterl—I say you, back there, 
be so good as to stop stepping on my knap- 
sack all the time.—Meggendorfer Blaetter 
(Munich). 


Fit for Field Duty 


“Schade, dass ich meine Kammerzofe nicht in den 
Krieg schicken kann. Die gib’ namlich einen tadellosen 


Hesorchposten ab! 











“Tt’s a shame that I can’t send my maid 


to the war. 


She would make a perfect 


‘listener’ for outpost duty.”—Jugend (Mu- 


nich). 
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The Eternal Boy 


“A ver quien llega antes!" 


“Let’s see who'll get 
Blanco y Negro (Madrid). 


there 


first!” 


— 
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Pantoum of the Christmas Bard 
ARK to the sleighbells a-jingle 
(Gosh, but it’s blazing outside!) 
Snugly we sit by the ingle 
(Lordy, I’m pretty near fried!) 


(Gosh, but it’s blazing outside!) 
Christmas is with us again! 
(Lordy, I’m pretty near fried!) 
Joy and good will unto men! 


Christmas is with us again 
(Hundred and six in the shade!) 
Joy and good will unto men! 
(Slip me some cold lemonade!) 


(Hundred and six in the shade!) 
Let us all sit by the fire, 

(Slip me some cold lemonade!) 
Hark to the chimes in the spire! 


Let us all sit by the fire 
(Somebody turn on that fan!) 

Hark to the chimes in the spire! 
(This weather parboils a man!) 


(Somebody turn on that fan) 
Gosh, I am wringing all through, 
(This weather parbcils a man) 
When he has verses to do! 


(Gosh, I am wringing all through!) 
If it gets worse I shall die! 
Ain’t it the dickens to do 
Christmas time verse in July? 
—Berton Braley. 


Duly Cautious 

The street car was crowded, and a gentle- 
man with kindly twinkles in his eyes took 
five-year old Tom upon his lap. 

“This will be better than standing, 
won't it, my boy?” he suggested. 

“Uh, huh,” Tom replied without en- 
thusiasm. He had rather enjoyed lurching 
about the isle, just like his father. 

“But you want to be careful that I don’t 
pick your pocket,” the gentleman cau- 
tioned in a whisper. 

“Can’t,” Tom retorted, his voice some- 
what muffled, “soon as I saw you lookin’ at 
me, I put my penny in my mouth.” 


No False Pride 
Willis—Bump is a good scout; absolutely 
no false pride about him. 
Gillis—That’s right. On a windy day he 
always chases his hat before chasing his 
toupee. 


For 1916 
E prayed the new year would bestow 
New follies on us by the score; 
He hoped the old-time fools would grow 
A bit more foolish than before. 
He prayed the dancing coterie 
A fast and faster pace would set, 
And that Dame Fashion would decree 
The queerest sort of wrinkles yet. 


He hoped a plentiful supply 

Of harmless cranks would be about; 
He wanted the reformers nigh 

And hoped their kinks would ne'er give out. 
What optimism through him ran, 

What pleasure in his face I read— 
“Ah,” said this gay reporter man, 

“I see the greatest time ahead!” 

—Nathan M. Levy. 






























$2.25 Solid Aluminum Griddle for Labels from 
50 cents’ Worth of Karo and 85 Cents 


ET 50 cents’ worth of Karo from 
your grocer and send us the 
labels together with 85 cents in cash 
or stamps, and we will send you this 
104%-inch Solid Aluminum Griddle 
by prepaid parcel post. 
This griddle needs no greasing. 
It heats uniformly on entire baking 
surface; it does not smoke up the 
house; it doesn’t chip, it doesn’t rust 
and it looks so clean and inviting—so 
different from the old kind of griddles. 
We want every Karo user to have 
one of these griddles—and will be 
glad to fill requests as long as our 
supply lasts. 


Send us the labels and 85 cents in stamps 
or Money Order early, so as to be sure of 
getting yours. 
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CORN PRODUCTS REFINING CO. 
Dept. U. New York P.O. Box 161 











with all its warmth and jollity is best ex 
pressed for discriminating people in 


Club Cocktails 


The choicest liquors are blended and mixed 
by experts and aged to smoothness in the 
wood to an unequalled delicacy of aroma 
and fineness of flavor. 


Alll varieties at your dealer's 


G.F.HEUBLEIN & BRO. 


Importers of the famous Brand's A-| Sauce 


HARTFORD NEW YORK LONSON 














Not one penny down. 
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Law Offers 


power, dignity and independence— $5,000 to $10,000 wa: 
ig salaried positions now open with large firms. 
method gee can easily master Law at home in your spare time, Cours: 
in plain language by Fowal w professors in big 
epjorsed by bench bar colleges. Our method like that used in 
sities. We are authorized by the jaws of the State of 

. Our graduates pase examinations in any state 
we guarantee to coach you free until successful. 


also given free if you enroll now. 
LaSalle Extension University, 





COURSE On Approval 


: Get this great home-study course in Law includ- 
| ing magnificent 14 volame Law Library. Most complete of its kind. Also 
ments, instructor's lesson talks, quizes, 
ete., all sent charges prepaid for your examination without obligation. 
Become a lawyer and 

ou uccess success awaits you 
undreds of 
ith our simplified | 
: e written | 
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i ; e . Frederi t. Rob- 
Complete Course in Public Speaking jr-0s°"nelionsily known es turer, 
Write today for our exceptional {ree offer 


Dept.G-994 Chicago, Ill. 
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HENRY LINDENMEYR & SONS 


Nos. 32, 34 and 36 Bleecker Street 

Branch Warehouses 
20 Beekman Street, New York, and 32 Clinton Street 
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Again the Doctors Disagree as to What 
Makes a Woman Womanly 

EW YORK City harbored something 

new in the guest line, not long since, 

when the deputy sheriff of Santa Cruz 

county, Arizona, registered at one of the 

leading hotels. Just what made this particu- 

lar deputy sheriff a marked figure was the 

fact that it was a woman, and she had been 

elected by a plurality of three to one over 
two male cow punchers. 

“There,” exclaimed the 
“that is what one may expect when women 
vote—a woman so lost to her sex place as to 
run for an office in which she arrests Mexican 
bootleggers. It isn’t decent!” 

And then the lady sheriff scored by con- 
demning the ultra 
short skirts which are 
worn by all the 
would-be fashionables 
even by those who 
blush at the thought 
of entering 
those “‘dreadful poll- 
ing places.” The lady 
sheriff said that they 
did not seem to her to 
be “womanly.” 


conservatives, 


one of 


Cherchez la Femme 
UT in San Fran- 
cisco, where the 
voters did not march 
en masse to the polls 
this fall, at every op- 
portunity the press 
blamed the slump in 
good citizenship to 
the women. That 
there are one hundred and thirty-one and 
a half males to each one hundred females in 
that city did not serve to release the women 
from being shouldered with the entire re- 
sponsibility. 

Old habits are hard to break, even when 
and where The recent an- 
nouncement by a leading archeologist that 
to Noah’s door should be laid the sin and 
misery of the world; that it was his chewing 
of the Cassia bark that started the ball roll- 
ing toward perdition, counts for nothing to 
a world that has been taught for thousands 
of years that Eve was the guilty lady. 


women vote. 


If Women Can Shoot They Can Vote 
CONNECTICUT woman who includes 
in her daily round of duties not only 
washing the dishes and soothing the baby 
but shouldering her gun to furnish game 
for supper, has been interviewed on votes 
for women. She declared her willingness 
to shoulder her gun for Uncle Sam with the 


same zeal that she wings game for her 
family table. But votes for women! Not 
unless they can handle a shotgun—such is 


her edict. 


( 


THE WHITE MAN’S BURDEN 


ADOGAN 
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So be it, chimes the suffrage chorus N 
person, man or woman, shall vote, who Em : 
not handle a shotgun. We accept é 
handicap offered to all alike. = 

A Compliment to “ Judge” 
Mr. James A. Waldron, Editor of Judge: 

DeEAR SirR:—In the name of the Woman 
Suffrage Party of Greater New York, | want 
to thank you most sincerely for the splendid 
support JUDGE has given the cayse of 
Woman Suffrage through its Modern Woman 
page. Many magazines and Newspapers 
championed our principles during the cam. 
paign but JupDGE deserves double credit 
because it helped to sow the seeds of suf. 
frage long before there was any hint of a 
campaign. Without 
your help the suffrage 
amendment would 
never have polled such 
a tremendous vote 
through the state and 
I want you to know 
that we are all deeply 
appreciative and 
grateful. 

Most 
yours, 
Mary Garretr Hay, 

Chairman of Woman 

Suffrage Party of 

Greater New York. 
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But She Wouldn't Tell 

“Honest, now, 
Jack, if you were a 
girl, and a young man 
you liked awfully 
much just begged and begged for a kiss, and 
there was no one around, what would you 
do?” 

“What sort of a chap?” brother Jack 
inquired cautiously. 

“Oh, a nice sort like—like Ned Williams.” 

“Oh, I reckon I’d kiss him. What did 
you do, sis?”’ 

“Oh, I was only supposing!” was the 
indignant protest. “And, anyway, if Id 
ever in my life done such a thing, I wouldn't 
tell. But I’m awfully glad you don’t think 
I’ve done anything I shouldn’t, Jack.” 


Leap-Year Figuring 
HEN 


February twenty-nine, 


she reac hes sixty-eight, 


Should a spinster meditate, 
‘Slim the chances that are mine?” 
Nay, her eyes may brighter shine 
With anticipation keen 
Since her birthdays demonstrate 
She is only seventeen! 
Frederick Moxon. 





The morning-glory is prettier than the 
buckwheat cake, but you can’t eat morning 
glories. 


MODERN WOMAy 
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With the College Wits 


The Rounder’s Lament 


to the boy who contrac ted a girl 
uring the summer lay-off. 


edicated 
Dedica 4 


“[’m off that stuff forever, 
Count me out of the social whirl, 
For you see it’s kind of different 
Now that I’ve got a girl. 
“No, thanks, I do not care to smoke, 
Take away your gin and beer, 
I can’t appreciate the booze 
Since first she called me ‘Dear.’” 


They sadly shook him by the hand, 

And went their way a maudlin bunch, 
“There’s one more rounder gone to bliss 

On this girly girly hunch.” Siren. 
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Josephine the Fair 
How wonderful the destiny of Josephine the 
Fair, 
Who spilled Gefiillte Fisch upon a multi- 
millionaire! 
His heart was soft with pity for the weeping 
Josephine— 
And now she has a butler and a Packard 
limousine! 
L’envoi 
A lot of maidens wish 
I would only tell them where 
They can spill Gefiillte Fisch 
On a multimillionaire. —Jester. 


Not Angry—Fastbuoy—I was up to see 
Marguerite last night and when she wasn’t 
looking I kissed her. 

Slink—Did she get angry? 

Fastbuoy—No, she just refused to look at 
me the rest of the evening.—Siren. 


_Indignant professor—Quit this quibbling, 
si. Who was King Henry VIII? Answer 
“yes” or “no.” —Pennsylvania Punch Bowl. 


ebh-—Did you see that movie called 
‘Vanity Fair?” 
Senior—Yes; gosh, it would make some 


book!—Record. 


_Noticed—Branew—Notice the Prof. og- 
ling Miss Magook at the dance last night? 

Yearolde—A highbrow appreciating a low 
neck, eh?— Panther. 


Who Said Freshman?—Doc—What is 
water? 

Block—A colorless fluid that turns black 
when you wash your hands.—Panther. 











Gold Seal UEQ\’’ 


AMERICAS FAVORITE 


Champagne 


A wine that asks your favor because of its quality. Made in 
America for Americans. You cannc* get a better champagne 


at any price. 














Two Kinds: Special Dry and Brut 


Gold Seal Red—the best sparkling Burgundy on the market 


Sold everywhere 
URBANA WINE CO., URBAN 


A, 


Insist on having it 


N. Y., Sole Maker 























T ettcrs of a 
SELF-MADE 
| FAILURE 


By Maurice Switzer 
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MAURICE SWITZER’S 


Letters of a Self-Made Failure 


With 14 brilliant pen-drawings by Frank Godwin 

The ‘LETTERS OF A SELF-MADE FAILURE” 
ran serially for ten weeks in Leslie’s and were quoted 
by more than 200 publications. If you sit in “ the 
driver’s seat ’’ or merely plod along beside the wagon, 
whether you are a success or think yourself a failure, 
you will find this book full of hope, help and the right 
kind of iaspiration. 

If you believe that it is more important to know 
why ten thousand fail rather than why one man suc- 
ceeds, read this book. The LETTERS are written in 
epigrammatic style with a touch of irresistible humor, 
and they impart a system of quaint philosophy that 
will appeal to everyone, regardless of age, sex or 


station. 
Price, $1.00 


Leslie-Judge Co. 225 Fifth Ave. New York City 
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May 15, 1890 


My old Schoolmate Joe 
is up from Virginia. What 
an evening we had talking of old 
times over a bottle of our favorite 


Old Overholt Rye 


**Same for 100 years”’ 


Its rare flavor, distinctive boquet and 
uniform purity and quality, have made 
Old Overholt the favorite 
beverage when men gather 9% 
for reminiscenses. Aged in 
charred oak barrels, bot- 
tled in bond. 


A. OVERHOLT & CO. 
Pittsburg, Pa. 
































Free Trial for Xmas 


How happy and grateful the woman or girl who becomes 
the proud possessor of a Piecimont Southern Red Cedar 
Chest! It isthe gift that every womanly heart longs for 
Exquisitely beautiful. Daintily fragrant. Wonderfully use- 
ful and economical. Practically everlasting 


Moth Proof Cedar Chest 
Finest Christmas, birthday or wedding gift 


A Piedmont protects furs, woolens and plames from 
moths, mice, dust and damp. Any Piedmont shipped on 
15 days’ free trial. 
















Direct from factory 
at factory prices. 
Freight prepaid. 
Write for big new 
56 page catalog with 
reduced prices. 
Postpaid free. 
PIEDMONT 
RED CEDAR 
CHEST Co. 
Dept. 59 
Statesville, N.C. 


SEXOLOGY 


by William H. Walling, A. M., M. D. 

imparts in a clear wholesome 

way, in one volume: 

Knowledge a Young Man Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Father Should Have 
Know a Father Should Impart to His Son 
Medical Knowledge a Husband Should Have 
Knowledge a Young Woman Should Have 
1 a Young Wife Should Have 
a Mother 


Knowledge Should Have 
met Kaowledge « Mother Should Impart to Her Daughter 
$2.00 postpaid Medical ea Wife Should Have 


Write for ‘‘Other People’s Opinions’’ and Table of Contents 























PURITAN PUB. CO., 792 Perry Building, PHILA., PA, 
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HOGWALLOW LOCALS 

The Editor of the Tickville Tidings has 
made up his mind that life is worth living 
and has bought another sack of flour. 


Mrs. Isaac Hellwanger was at the post 
office Thursday inspecting a lot of stamps 
with a view of buying one in a few days. 


Miss Hostetter Hocks, who is probably 
the nicest lady in Hogwallow, shocked Yam 
Sims this week by raising only her eye- 
brows when she crossed a muddy place in 
the road. 


Yam Sims took his squirrel rifle out and 
shot at a rabbit the other day. The rab- 
bit, however, had a good start of the bullet 
and kept safely ahead all the way. 


Frisby Hancock has already made up his 
mind not to raise a crop next summer as 
the ground is too wet. 


Poke Eazley spent several hours at the 
Hog Ford still one day this week explaining 
to bystanders why it was that so many 
men failed, and had weak stomachs the 
next morning. It was an illustrated talk. 


Luke Mathewsla attempted what is be- 
lieved suicide by jumping out of a persim- 
mon tree a few days ago following a disap- 
pointment in politics. 


Washington Hocks’s calf has returned 
home after a pleasant stay in the Bounding 
Billows neighborhood. 


At a dance in the Calf Ribs neighborhood 
the other night Raz Barlow got so tired 
talking to Miss Hostetter Hocks he had to 
put his chin rest back on his fiddle. 


Slim Pickens has put a tin roof on his 
stable so that his mule can tell when it is 
raining. 


Raz Barlow has blossomed forth in a new 
role, having just accepted a lucrative position 
with a large firm, Department J. in Chicago. 
His position consists in selling perfumery, 
and while he is not on a salary, the remu- 
neration is good, as he will receive a hand- 
some watch charm as soon as he disposes of 
seventy-five bottles of the perfume. 


Tobe Moseley says that while he is a good 
Democrat and always votes straight and 
drinks the same way, and while he is glad 
the State of Kentucky went Democratic on 
the 7th, he believes he will get more di- 
rect personal benefits out of the two pos- 
sums he caught night before last. 


The Depity Constable, who is the pillar 
of the community, has once more been called 
on to solve a mystery that has bothered 
the minds of the taxpayers for the past 
several weeks. All summer a straw stack 
has stood on the hill a few hundred yards 
from where Poke Eazley shot a Socialist 
last season, but along early in the fall it 
was noticed that the straw stack had dis- 
appeared. Cricket Hicks thinks the earth 
has swallowed it, but the Depity after 
looking through the almanac has decided 
that it got lost in the shuffle during the 
recent change in the season.—George Bing- 
ham in Hogwallow Kentuckian. 





Free to Judge 


Readers 


H. W. Slauson, M. E., editor 
of Leslie's Motor Depart. 
ment, will give you unbiased 
information that will help 
you solve any motoring 
problem—from the purchase 
of a new car to the proper 
air pressure in the tires of 
the car you already have. 


Mr. Slauson is an automo- 
bile expert who is in an 
unusual position to help 
settle motor questions. 


For years he has been study- 
ing the problems of thov- 
sands of motorists, and his 
own experience and his 
complete records of the ex- 
periences of other motorists 
enable him to advise you 
promptly and accurately on 
any matter relating to au 
tomobiles, motor cycles or 
motor boats. 


This service is offered with- 
out any charge or obligation. 


Simply send your question 
on the coupon below, or 
write a letter to the same 
address. 


Se ee — oe oe oe 


H. W. Slauson, M. E., Editor Motor 
Department Leslie’s Weekly 
225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 
Gentlemen: 
Please give me, free of charge, the 
following information: 


ee Se 


scan atas 


Judge 12-18 








Motoring laformatin 4 
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stories with Smiles 


Beneficent Interference—‘* Yep,” said 
Mr Growcher; “nothing was made in vain. 

erything that earth produces may serve 
Every seful purpose, 1 you can only find 

hat it is. There is a whole lot to think 
- in that story of the mouse who 
al the net for the captured lion.” 

a Mebbe there is,” replied his wife. “But 
I'm willing to bet that was the only kind and 
considerate mouse known to the entire 

‘nal kingdom.” 
ogee wrong. Have you forgotten 
that Welsh rabbit party we attended last 


ight?” : : 
= But there wasn’t any Welsh 


rabbit.” : 

“And as a result we are all comfortable 
and happy today instead of being miserable 
and dyspeptic. And we owe it all to the 
fact that a few kind-hearted mice sneaked 
sound during the afternoon and ate up the 
cheese.” —W ashington Star. 


A Conflict—‘“‘What brought you here 
my poor fellow?” a missionary asked a 
convict. Dye 

“] married a new woman, sir,”’ the 
prisoner groaned. th 

“Aha!” said the missionary, “‘and she 
yas so domineering and extravagant that 
it drove you to desperate courses, eh?”’ 
“No,” replied the prisoner; “‘but the old 
woman turned up.” —Tit-Bits. 


Could Fill the Bill—He had told her 
the age-old story, and, torn with emotion, 
waited for a few short words that would 
decide his fate. 

“George,” she answered, “before I give 
you my answer you must tell me something. 
Do you drink anything?” 

A smile of relief lighted his handsome 
countenance. Was that all she wanted to 
know? Proudly, triumphantly he clasped her 
in his arms and whispered in her shell-like 
ear: 

“Anything,” he said.—The Medicine Man. 


Crooked Politics—‘ Well, how did your 
ticket come out in the primaries?” 

“Crooked politics beat us,” said the 
Punkville candidate. ‘We were fixing to 
offer $2 for votes and the other side came 
along offering $5. It’s a heavy blow to 
reform.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


Never Tasted Any—Officer—I want a 
man to go round and buy some good horses, 
sergeant. Are you—er—anything of a 
judge of horseflesh ? 

Sergeant—I dunno, sir. I’ve never tasted 
any.—London Mail. 


Evidently Suited—Ethel—Is the man 
you are engaged to at all bookish? 

Marie—Well, yes; pocketbookish.—Bos- 
lon Transcript. 


Up-and-Down Danger—An old lady 
who lived alone outside a small village in 
England was nervous about Zeppelins, so 
she made careful inquiries as to her best 
course. 

“I don’t think there’s much to worry 
about. said the vicar in answer to her 
questions. “But, if you like, you can do as 
some folk are doing ‘sleep in the cellar.” 

With profuse thanks the old lady went off 
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AYBE conditions 

abroad have upset 
your plans for taking 
“The Cure’’—at Karlsbad, 
Vichy or Aix. 

But your health need not suffer 
—for Hotel Chamberlin, Old Point 
Comfort, offers you everything 
that Europe can offer; with less 
expenditure of Time, Money and 
Effort. 


Take “THE CURE” and en- 
joy it, at The Chamberlin, one of 
the world’s great Resort Hotels. 
Nauheim, Vichy and Aix Baths— 
every sort of Treatment, all under 
competent Medical direction. 


And the Social Life at Hotel 
Chamberlin — delightful people, 
diversion and sport; a Cuisine that 
adds to the Epicurean repute of 
the Southland; an environment 
unique and charming, amid the 
gaiety of Army and Navy life. 


Come to Hotel Chamberlin 
now—and you will come again. 


For iNurtrated booklets apply at all tourist 
bureaus or transporta ion offices, or address 


GEORGE F. ADAMS, Manager 
FORTRESS MONROE, VA. 
New York Office 
Bertha Ruffner Hotel Bureau McAlpin Hotel 
Or ask Mr. Foster at any ef bis Information Bureaus 


















































Both Arms of the Service 
at Old Point Comfort 














Health is Yours| 


If you follow the teaching of Dr. Elmer Lee, editor of the 


Health Culture Magazine wit 


Every month it is brim full of hints and helps by the editor {~,, 


“ : . TH 
and the leading writers on health for cures without drugs, and 74° CULTURE 
right eating, breathing, exercising, etc. $1.00 a year; Fh ody - 


15c. a number—six months “on trial” for only 25 cents. tak 
"bs ~- . Enclosec nd 25 o 
Send now for your first six months and add to your health. A Health Culture six months on 
Send stamps or coin. Money back if not satisfied. * MN coe: 


HEALTH CULTURE, 701 St. James Bldg., NEW YORK ~~ pinata x seta Mg 
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Accident Insurance 


For Commercial Travelers 


Financial Stability 
Courteous Treatment 
Prompt Settlement 
of Claims 


COMMERCIAL TRAVELERS MUTUAL 
ACCIDENT ASSOCIATION of AMERICA 
Geo. S. Dana, Sec’y-Treas. Utica, N. Y. 
ILLINOIS COMMERCIAL MEN’S 
ASSOCIATION, Chicago 
R. A. Cavenaugh, Sec'y-Treas. 
COMMERCIAL TRAVELERS EASTERN 
ACCIDENT ASSOCIATION, Boston 
Ira F. Libby, Sec’y-Treas. 

IOWA STATE TRAVELING MEN'S 
ASSOCIATION, Des Moines, Ia. 

L. C. Deets, Sec'y-Treas. 

ILLINOIS TRAVELING MEN’S HEALTH 

ASSOCIATION, Chicago 
R. A. Cavenaugh, Sec’y-Treas. 
COMMERCIAL TRAVELERS BOSTON 
BENEFIT ASSOCIATION (Health), Boston 
Ira F. Libby, Sec’y-Treas. 


Endorsed and cordially recommended by 


The Commercial Travelers’ Magazine 


(Established 1894) 


Springfield, Mass. 




















Be An Artist 


AKE Money Drawing Comic Pictures. 


spill a few ideas into your head. 
it’s chuck full of valuable suggestions. 
postpaid. Bound in 3-4 Morocco. Satisfaction guar 
anteed. Money back if book returned in ten days. 


Address Zim Book Desk 12-18 
BRUNSWICK BUILDING NEW 





Let the 
world’s famous cartoonist, Eugene Zimmerman, 
Get the Zim Book— 
Price $1.00 


YORK 























Rich Cuban Cigars 


can't break you, but they will make Ig a staunch, permanent 
customer of French’s Cuban —penat, That's why we ogee 
an 


to extra expense to ¢ this sample box of five genuine Cu 


smokes of the choicest flavor and fragrance in your h 


nothing! Send 2 ver or stamps. We pay postage. 


FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. 2, Statesville, N. C. 


Cc 


at less 
than cost. Will ae pe it for yourself—to-day? You risk 
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SPECIA oa 


BRON GIRLS 


and "Al A of the Kiss. SOMETHING REAL GOOD. 
hoto of the girl who has never been ki 


Brice “+Y lete, 25 cents, post 
< SLU B, 417 East 1 


tet ‘Street, Bronx, N. 


HUNDRED WAYS of KISSING GIRLS 


ssed 


10 kissing Le A included with every 


Y. 





But in 
half an hour she was back again, anxiety 
once more wrinkling her brow. 


to alter her domestic arrangements. 


“The cellar’s all right for Zeppelins, 

r,”’ she said, “but suppose one of them 
submarines comes _ instead?”—Pittsburgh 
Chronicle Telegraph. 


Competition—The editor handed the 
manuscript back after hastily scrutinizing 
the sheets, and said in a lofty manner: 

“We don’t print any such stuff as that.” 

“Well, you needn’t be so haughty about 
it,” retorted the Spasmodical Contributor. 
“You're not the only one who won’t print 

’—I[llustrated Sunday Magazine. 


Cynical Parent—“ What are your daugh- 
ters studying now?” 

“Nothing,” replied Mr. Cumrox. 
“They’re learnt all about music, painting 
an’ literature. All they’ve got left to learn 
is not to bother people with them.”— 
Washington Star. 


He’s an Anti—‘‘Women have 
ways.” 

“How now?” 

‘The styles call for mannish hats. So 
my wife bought a mannish hat for eighteen 
dollars.” 

“Well?” 

“She could have bought a man’s hat for 
four dollars.” —Louisville Courier-Journal. 


queer 


Handy—“ Willie,” said the teacher of 
the juvenile class, “‘what is the term ‘etc.’ 
used for?”’ 

“Tt is used to make people believe that 
we know a lot more than we really do,” 
replied the bright youngster.—Chicago News 


What He Had Learned—Father (when 
Willie had returned from his first day at 
school)—What did you learn at school 
to-day? 

Willie— I learned to say 
“No, sir,” and “Yes, ma’am 
ma’am.” 

Father—You did? 


“Ves, sir,” and 
,”’ and “No, 


Willie—Yep.—Western Christian Advo- 
cate. 
Infringing—One morning little Mary 


hung about the kitchen continually bother- 
ing the busy cook to death. The cook lost 
patience finally. 

“Clear out o’ here, ye sassy little brat!” 
she shouted, thumping the table with a 
rolling-pin. 

The little girl gave the cook a haughty 
look. 

“T never allow any one but my mother to 
speak to me like that,” she said.—Pittsburgh 
Chronicle-Telegraph. 


A Large Fraternity—“ Yes,” said the 
principal of the young ladies’ seminary to 
the proud parent, “you ought to be very 
happy, my dear sir, to be the father of so 
large a family, all the members of which 
appear to be so devoted to one another.” 

“Large family! Devoted!” gasped the 
old gentleman, in amazement. “What on 
earth do you mean, ma’am?” 

“Why, yes, indeed,” said the principal, 
beaming through her glasses. “No fewer 





Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
Bitters be used in making it; insures your getting the very 
best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md (ADV) 





Fire Prevention 


Cannot burn 





For Safety’s ete 


CARBONA 


Cleaning Fluid 


Removes Grease Spots Instantly 
Cleans all moterials without injury to fabric or color. 


Oe san 
Lace, Wool, Cashmere, Cotton, Velour, Felt, Velvet, Madras 
Flannel, Serge, Gauze, Chiffon. — Ne. Lat 


White Kid Gloves Opera C T: 4 
Si ‘Ik and Setia Slippers Ribbons nag _— ‘a 
Neckwear Coats, Cloaks Shapes Lingerie 
Feathers Neckties fe ano Keys labots 
vee te * Cloth Uppers ee 

ar: rnitur 
Wraps a  Oeades Ae 


15c, 25c, 50c, $1 Size Bottles. All Drug Stores. 


Hotel 


Marie Antoinette 


66th & 67th Sts. 
NEW YORK CITY 

















Broadway 


SITUATED in the most convenient location in 
town. Modern in every detail, absolutely fire- 
proof, within ten minutes of the leading depart- 
ment stores, shops and theatres. Convenient to 
Pennsylvania and Grand Central Depots. 


Rooms, with Bath, $2.50 Per Day Up 
Suites, $4.00 Per Day Up 
ROOMS $1.50 PER DAY UP 
Restaursat of Unusual Excellence 


H. STANLEY GREEN 


Managing Director 
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EARN $2,000 TO $10,000 A YEAR 
We will teach you to be a high h grade salesmen, in eight 
weeks at home and assure you de or oun oes ope 
number of reliable firms who 
—— to earn LAE, wane ae 
dreds o of good ‘open apd testimonts 

to $500 a mon 


Devt 63 577 7 NATIONAL $ SALESMEN’S 
Chicago 


New York 
PRESS 
CUTTING 


ROMEIKE’S coum 


will send you all newspaper clippings whic 
may appear about you, your friends, or aly 
subject on which you may want to be * “up © 
date.” Every newspaper and peri 

importance in the United States and Europ 
is searched. Terms, $5.00 for 100 notices 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave,N-! 
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eslie’s 
IMustrated Weekly Newspaper 
Eaciiehel. 122). BawtOnt 

















Sixty years ago Leslie's was 
founded. 

Over thirty-one thousand 
weekly issues have brought the 
world-news without interruption 
to its readers. 

Sixty-years-young, vigorous 
and efficient, Leslie's is offering 
a picture service to its readers 
today that has made it America’s 
greatest illustrated weekly newspaper. 

And each of these sixty years 
of the nation’s progress has 
contributed something to Leslie's 
to make it a still greater illustrated 
weekly newspaper. 

Pictures that show you what the 
dailies try to describe and authoritative 
articles on finance, trade, motors, 
sports and travel give Leslie's its place 
of prominence on the reading table 
of every cultured home. For five 
dollars you can watch a year’s pro- 


gress with Leslie's, 225 Fifth Avenue, 
New York City. 


‘Leslie's 
Mustrated Weekly or 








Price 10 Cents 



































than eleven of Edith’s brothers have been 
here this term to take her out, and she tells 
me she expects the tall one with the blue 
eyes again to-morrow.” —Tit-Bits. 


What His Uncle Left Him—He 
had been refused, but he declined to be- 
lieve it. 

“Then I am to understand that this is 
your final answer, Miss Stubbles?” 

“My final answer.” 

“Nothing can move you?” 

“Nothing.” 

“Then my life will be a lonely one and 
my fate a harsh one, for my uncle with 
whom I lived has just died and left me——” 

“That fact somewhat alters the case, 
Henry. I can not be harsh to one who has 
sustained such recent bereavement. If I 
could believe that you are sincere——” 

“Sincere! Oh, Miss Stubbles!” 

“You have certainly made an impression 
on my heart. Give me time to think of it.” 

“How long?” 

“After all, why think of it? Henry, 
I am yours.” 

“Oh, Genevieve!” 

“Your poor uncle! Was he long ill?” 

“Three days.” 

“Tt is too bad! You say he left you——?” 

“Yes, he has left me.” 

“How much?” 

“How much! I said he had left me. He 
had nothing to leave. I am alone in the 
world now, homeless, penniless, but with 
you by my side—why, she’s fainted!”— 
Argonaut. 


By Proxy—A matron was confiding her 
domestic troubles to a friend. 

“T find,” said she, “that my husband has 
charged someone in his office with the duty 
of calling me up every afternoon to mumble 
terms of endearment. That’s a pretty way 
to treat one’s wife, isn’t it? He’s been 
spending his afternoons at the club.” 

“How was it,” asked the friend, “that 
you didn’t at once notice that it wasn’t his 
voice that called?” 

“Well,” explained the aggrieved wife, 
“T’ve been pretty busy with bridge every 
day, and I’ve been having the maid answer 
the telephone.”—New York Times. 


Retaliation—A singer, who recently 
passed an evening at the house of a lady 
stayed late. As he rose to go the hostess 
said: 

“Pray, don’t go yet, Mr. Basso; I want 
you to sing something for me.” 

“Oh, you must excuse me tonight; it is 
very late, and I should disturb the neigh- 
bors.” 

“Never mind the neighbors,” answered 
the lady, quickly; “they poisoned our dog 
yesterday.” —Kansas City Journal. 


’ 


Unversatile Nature—Marie, the 8-year- 
old hopeful of a certain household of this 
city, was seated at the breakfast table one 
morning. As usual, eggs were served. 

Now, either Marie was not hungry or she 
had grown tired of the inevitable bill of 
fare, for very earnestly she lifted her eyes 
to heaven and exclaimed: 

“T wish to goodness hens would lay some- 
thing besides eggs!” — Philadelphia Ledger. 





WRITE for 
Print and Pay 


The Newspapers, Mgga- 
zines, Moving Pictures 


Pay more for the same class of ser- 
vice than most of the professions 














Every Intelligent Person 
Should Learn How to Write 


With a table, a chair, paper and a typewriter you can 
begin now and you n not give up your present 
occupation or employment. Even if you do not wish 
to take up journalism as a profession, there is no 
better mental training. There is nothing difficult 
about learning how to write. 


The man or woman who writes is automatically 
thrown in touch with the big people who are shaping 
the destiny of the state and the nation, and with the 
big things that are taking place in the new develop- 
ment of the country. 


The fundamentals are carefully and simply arranged in 

our Correspondence Course of Instruction. A Wash- 

ington correspondent who has written for every class 

of publications during the past twenty-five years has 

arranged the work, and is in charge of the course. 
Write today for information 


U. S. PRESS ASSOCIATION 


523 BOND BUILDING WASHINGTON, D. C. 


EVERY FRIEND 
IS IN NEED 


q of a Supply of Good Old 


f\ 


for the Holidays. Why not be Santa Claus 
to friend or family in city or country by 




















‘sending a barrel of. 10 dozen bottles? 


Any Dealer or C. H. EVANS & SONS, Hudson, N. ¥. 








We will send a genuine He 
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GREAT BEAR SPRING WATER 
“Its purity has made it famous” 
50c the case of six glass stoppered bottles. (ADVT.) 
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Hotel Imperi 


Nearer to Everything than Anything 
Broadway, 31st and 32d Streets 
NEW YORK CITY 


600 rooms, single or en suite 
$1.50 per day up, with bath $2.00 up 


A new innovation in Broadway’s leading Hotel. 

Our new popular priced restaurant is now the 

Mecca of the Travelling Public for luncheons 

and dinners. Cuisine and service unexcelled. 

Excellent facilities for weddings, banquets, 
dances, etc. 


Tea Dansants daily, except Sunday, 
in the Palm Room, 4 to 7 P.M. 


Sunday Evening Concerts in the Red Salon 
at 8.30 P. M. 


Make your reservations for Christmas 
and New Year’s Dinners Now 


Send for circular and map of New York City 


WILLARD D. ROCKEFELLER 
Manager 





The Ideal Tour to Mexico, Panama 
or the 
C lif . E ith 


is via 


NEW ORLEANS 


**The Paris of America’’ 
Offering delightful variation from the Winter abroad, with 
all the attractions of a Continental city. 


The St. Charles 


Finest all-year hotel in the South. Perfectly appointed and 
accommodating 1000 guests. 


ALFRED S. AMER & CO., Ltd., Props. 


Send for Folder 











Save Your Dimes Boys! 


Get the Good Luck Bank 
Holds just one dollar. Th nth dime opens it. 
Sna) ut and it remains locked until refilled. 
Nickel plated, may be worn as a watch charm. 


Price, 10c by mail postpaid 


EXCELSIOR NOVELTY COMPANY 
Dept. 8, Anderson Realty Building, MT. VERNON, N. Y. 


THROW YOUR VOICE! 


Into the next room, down cellar, under the bed 
or anywhere. Fool your friends, lots of fun. The 


VENTRILOPHONE 


is a little instrument that fits into the mouth 
and cannot be seen. Boys or girls can use it. 
We also send you COMPLETE INSTRUC- 
_ TIONS in the ABT OF VENTRILOQUIS 
witn our big Catal of 300 Novelties all for 10 Cents. 
Stamps or Coin. ARDEE CO., Desk E, Stamford, Conn. 





























JANUARY 


FILM FUN 


At all Newsstands Now. 10c a Copy. $1.00 a Year 
Published by LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 


225 Fifth Avenue, New York City 























WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to Get 
Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co., Patent Attor- 
neys, Dept. 129, Washington, D. C. 





Passing 
Little Benny’s Notebook—Sam Krawss 


Sam Krawss is a friend of mine, 

Awn his fase he wares gold glasses, 

I see him eetch time he comes erround 
And every time he passes. 


The glasses make him look more intelligent, 
Altho he wares them jest to see throo, 

Only he cant see eny ferther out his 4 eyes 
Than I can out of my 2 


When he ferst got them he was so stuck up 
He woodent hardly speek, 

And awl us fellows was jellus of him 
Bekause his eyes was weak. 


He squeeks wen hes tawking sumtimes, 

Awn account of his voice jest breaking, 

And he jenerelly comes erround with gingerbred 
Wich his mothir is awlways making. 


Wun time his farthir cawt him 

A smoaking a cigarett, 

And the licking he got awn the pavemint 
Sam proberly will never forget. 


Anuthir time his farthir cawt him 

Making fases with red chawk awn the fents, 
And the licking he got awn the grass plot 
Sam will proberly remembir 50 years hents. 


He rides erround awn a bisickel 
Wich was gave tohim wun berthday, 
And his mothir also makes root beer 
Which he drinks wenevvir hes thirsty. 
—Lee Pape, in Chicago Duily News. 


A Feeling Answer—“ What can be more 
sad than a man without a country?” feel- 
ingly asked the high school teacher of her 
class. 

“A country without a man,” responded a 
pretty girl just as feelingly.—T7 opekaJ ournal. 


An “Opening Chorus” 
Sing a song of front seats, fiddles start to whine: 
Four-and-twenty chorus girls standing in a line. 
When the show is opened they all begin to sing, 
And not a person in the house can understand a thing. 
—Kansas City Journal. 


Jealousy—‘ What makes Carol so dis- 
liked?” 

“She got the most votes for being popu- 
lar.”"—Chicago News. 


Woman’s Place, Etc.—‘ Yes, sir, one 
hour’s uninterrupted reading each evening 
would make you-——” 

“Uninterrupted? Where do you think 
my wife spends her evenings?” —New York 
Times. 


The Finest—‘Have you much of a 
police force in this village?”’ asked the city 
man in the country. 

“We certainly have,” replied the native; 
“he weighs 310 pounds.”—Yonkers States- 
man. 


’ 


Not Always—Hazel—It’s always to a 
man’s credit when he stops drinking. 

Omar—Don’t you believe it. Sometimes 
it is to his lack of credit.—Jndianapolis Star. 


Lovely Hands—‘What lovely hands 
Mrs. Flummery has.” 

“Yes; she’s one of our most industrious 
public knitters.”—Cleveland Plain Dealer. 


the 





Mustard 


Efficiency Stuff—“Do yo 
the clock?” 1 
“Not since I hired that prett 
rapher.””—Dallas News. a 

Of Course Not!—“Jinks jx 
poet.” i ae 
“That’s no reason why he shouldn’ 
to make something of himself Bead 

Manuscript. 


Obvious—‘‘Is dat dah Sassafras Sim 
son took a wife yit, Rastus?” . 

“*Reckon he hain’t, Bre’er Higgins. He’ 
workin’.”—Browning’s Magazine, : 


Consoling—“Was your garden a sy. 
cess last year?” 

“Very much so. My neighbor's chicken 
took first prize at the poultry show ”— 
Philadelphia Record. ; 


Safety First—‘ They say people with 
opposite characteristics make the happiest 
marriages.” 

“Yes; that’s why I’m looking for a girl 
with money.” —Brooklyn Eagle. 


She—And don’t you go in for sport of 
any kind? 

He—Oh, yaas, don’t yer know. I’m— 
haw—passionately fond of dominoes— 
Detroit Free Press. 


True!—“ Pa, what is an anomaly?” 

“T can’t explain the term very well, son, 
but a deckhand on a submarine would be 
anomalous.” —Birmingham A ge-Herald. 


Naturally—Brown—Stout people, they 
say, are rarely guilty of meanness or crime. 

Jones—Well, you see, it’s so difficult for 
them to stoop to anything low.—Stay 
Stories. 


He Knew Jims—She—Your friend 
Jims was here this morning asking for you 
and told me such a touching story. 

He (absent-mindedly)—For how much?— 
Baltimore American. 


Reformed—Jones—I don’t see yout 
husband at the club of late, Mrs. Brown. 

Mrs. Brown—No, he stays at homenov 
and enjoys life in his own way as I watt 
him to.—Houston Chronicle. 


It Depended—Sportsman—Is it worth 
my time to shoot in this neighborhood? 

Native—Well, the shootin’ ain’t wuth 
shucks, but then, I don’t know what your 
time is wuth.—Boston Transcript. 


Spoken of Favorably—Stranger—tae 
you a good hair tonic you can recon 

Druggist (prohibition town)—Here is some 
thing that is spoken of very favorably by 
the people who have drunk it.—Topdt 
Journal. 


As Usual—“Who wrote be ~~ 
on how to support a family of six 
dollars a week?” a friend asked Woggis 
the editor of the Ladies’ Household Fri 

“Bingham, one of our best men, 
Woggles, without a smile; “we pay ® 
five thousand a year.”—Louisville Com@ 
Journal. 
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Everybody’s 
Favorite Author 


The man or woman who 
would not love Dickens 
could be false to their 
best friend—to their own 
offspring. 


NELSON 


NELSON NELSON 





Dickens’ Stories Breathe the True Christmas Spirit— 
“PEACE ON EARTH, GOOD WILL TOWARD MEN” 


As soon think of omitting the time honored holly and mistletoe, the little stockings in the chimney corner, the 
savory brew of fellowship and good cheer, as to let this Christmas pass without securing one of these sets of 


IMPORTED DICKENS 


By one of those happy chances that occur as often in the lives of mortals as the traditional blue moon, we 
have been able to secure another small shipment of Dickens, made by a famous English publisher, to fill the 
orders left over from our Summer sale. 


The balance of these sets—in the spirit exemplified in Dickens’ own life and teachings—we will offer at the same 


Extraordinary War Bargain Price 
6 Volumes is" 3400 Pages rstervcien? 


illustrations. 
To Dickens lovers in this country — and to the credit of our people be it said their name is legion— we 
know this will be the most welcome of all Christmas announcements, and judging from the reception 
accorded our Summer offer, our shelves will in a very few days be swept as bare of these Dickens sets 
as the nursery rime alleges was the case of the cupboard of Old Mother Hubbard—therefore 


Order Now for Christmas 


Six books—full of the sunshine of Dickens’ tender sympathetic outlook 
on life, of his bubbling humor and riotous fun— for the price of one. 





You may already have a set of Dickens—one of those 
stifly bound library sets, heavy in the hand, small type, 
hard to keep open — but how often do you read it? Be- 
cause it is so hard to read, you and your children are 
missing one of the great joys of life. 


BUT YOU MUST BE PROMPT 


There are not many 
sets and the price only ] 
Carriage Prepaid. First come, first served. ba 


If you don’t own a set of Dickens this is doubly your 
opportunity. Let your children grow up with Mr. Micaw- 
ber and little Nell and Dora and Peggotty and the hundreds 
of other delightful characters that Charles Dickens created, 
a knowledge of whom is part of an all-round education. 








J. 12-18 
Brunswick Subscription Co., 449 Brunswick Bldg., New York City 


Enclosed find $1.61, in full payment for the six-volume set of Dickens. Send books, carriage 
prepaid, to 
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Will there be a Victrola in 
your home this Christmas? 


The only instrument that brings you the world’s greatest artists 
onty ' greatest 


A splendid surprise for your family—to have Caruso, Farrar, Gluck, McCormack, Melba, Schumann-Heink 
and other famous artists sing for them; to have Elman, Kreisler, Paderewski and other noted instrumentalists 
lay f hem; hear Sousa’s Band, Pryor’s Band, Vessella’s Band, Vic Herbert’s Orchestra; 
play for them; to hear Sousa’s Band, Pryor’s Band, Vessella’s Band, Victor Herbert’s Orchestra; to 
enjoy Harry Lauder, Nora Bayes, De Wolf Hopper, Raymond Hitchcock and other celebrated comedians and 

entertainers. 

Nothing else will bring so much pleasure to your family and friends all the year round. 

There are Victors and Victrolas in great variety of styles from $10 to $350, and there are Victor dealers in every city in 
the world who will gladly demonstrate them and play any music you wish to hear. 


Victor Talking Machine Co., Camden, N. J., U.S. A. 


Berliner Gramophone Co., Montreal, Canadian Distributors 


New Victor Records demonstrated at all dealers on the 28th of each month 


9) 


Victrola @ 


THE SCHWEINLER PRESS, NEW YORK 





